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THE NEFARIOUS PLOT OF 
PROFESSOR BOLSTER 


The small electric motor strapped to the back of my hand thrummed 
its little eccentric wheel, transferring a thrill of vibration down through 
my hand, through my fingers, to her vulva. Her breathing started coming 
in short gasps, and her back arched, driving her head downwards against 
the examination table. Her hands started reaching for her engorged, erect 
areolae, so I gently put them back down on the table with my free hand. 
“There’s no need for that, Mrs. Peabody.” She moaned softly and let her 
hands fall back down to the table. 

Across the table from me, Doctor Jameson watched me work with 
professional detachment. As the tension gradually built up in Mrs. 
Peabody’s limbs, I began focusing the attention of my fingers on her clitoris, 
the apex of her sex. Finally, after a minute or so of careful work, the patient 
climaxed, convulsing lightly. As she relaxed, she let out a contented sigh, 
and opened her eyes. 

“How do you feel, Mrs. Peabody?” asked Doctor Jameson. 

“Much better,” she said, “Very much better, indeed. Relaxed.” 

He checked her pulse, checked her pupils, and said, “Go ahead and get 
dressed, then, Mrs. Peabody.” He led me from the room to allow her to 
dress in private. 

“Well?” I asked. 

“Miss Bates, you've changed my mind. I didn’t think the Swedish 
method would be as effective, or that the patient would permit it, but you 
proved me wrong on both counts. Clearly, the Swedish method is sufficient. 
Ordinarily, I wouldn't think of hiring someone with your background for 
this position, but the need is great and trained practitioners are hardto come 
by. Congratulations.” 

So it was that I began my employment in Doctor Jameson’s practice, 
for the sole purpose oftreating hysteria. My patients were all quite pleased 
with the service I provided, and several confided that my technique was 
superior to Doctor Jameson’s “water massage” method, not to mention 
somewhat more dignified than being hosed down. 

At first, I saw sixteen patients a day, doing cleaning and paperwork in 
between appointments, but the number of women coming to Doctor Jameson 
was growing. Soon, I was treating upwards of thirty patients a day, with 
hardly a gap in between. I had three examination rooms for my exclusive 
use; while I was treating one, another would be in preparation and a third 
would be recovering. Doctor Jameson hired a clerk and a maid to handle 
the chores that I had to leave undone in order to see them. 

Doctor Jameson, for his part, did not see very many patients. He 
supervised my activities, of course, and would give the women regular 

















checkups, but much of his time appeared to be taken up with writing. He would spend 
hours and hours every day, locked in his private office, clacking away on a typewriter, 
one letter at a time. He dismissed the suggestion out of hand, that he could hire a typist 
and improve his efficiency immensely. The nature of his private communications 
remained secret. 

At length, I ventured to speak with Doctor Jameson about the phenomenon of the 
rapidly increasing clientele. After closing, as we were putting on our coats and preparing 
to venture out into the cold of Manhattan’s late winter streets, I said, “Doctor, have 
you speculated, at all, on why we should be seeing such a large number of hysteria 
cases?” 

“Not particularly,” he said. “It’s not a lethal condition, or even particularly harmful. 
I suspect it’s because you're so good at treating it, that word of mouth is bringing us a 
greater share of the patients. I shouldn’t see any reason to fret about it.” 

So chided, I spoke no more of it with my employer. I saw no reason not to look into 
the matter myself, however, so I decided to speak with the patients and start to attempt 
to find some sort of commonality between them. 

The women had very similar backgrounds, but this was to be expected. Only a 
woman of means could afford to visit the office two or three times a week, as the 
treatment required. The symptoms that brought them to the office were likewise quite 
similar; nervousness, insomnia, distraction, irritability, and a failure of appetite were 
all quite common. Still, none of this information suggested a cause; all of these were 
quite normal symptoms of hysteria. 

The only odd symptom was a marked swelling of the breasts that would subside 
after treatment. Many of the patients exhibited this strange phenomenon, one I had 
not encountered before in hysteria patients. I made a note of it, but had to set it aside 
as it did not suggest any lines of inquiry I could pursue. 

I discreetly consulted with some of the other female practitioners of my art. They 
were midwives, mostly, though I knew of a few nurses like myself who were skilled in 
the techniques. Some of them had noticed an increase in the need for their services, but 
only those whose clientele were, like mine, mainly drawn from the wealthy, and none 
of them had noticed the extreme increase I had seen. I did not seek out the physicians, 
as word of my inquiries would likely get back to Doctor Jameson if I had, and I felt it 
likely that he would not approve. 

It was not until Mrs. Whitehill started coming to us that I discovered the clue that 
would change everything. To say that Mrs. Whitehill was a talkative woman would be 
charitable. In truth, she was an unstoppable engine of conversation. She talked from 
the moment I entered the room until the very moment of paroxysm. For the most part, 
I ignored her blather, uttering the appropriate mm-hmm’s and oh-my’s and do-tell’s 
here and there, but after she had caught her breath, she said something that caught my 
attention. 

“And so I told Professor Bolster - he’s a mesmerist, you know, quite a good one - I 
told him, ‘Have you met my niece, Janet Hampton-Smythe?’ - Janet’s studying English, 
you know, wants to be an author - He hadn’t, of course, why would he have? I told 
him that he simply HAD to go to Barnard College, the ladies there would SO benefit 


from his treatment...” 
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“This Professor Bolster, you say he’s a mesmerist? A hypnotist?” 

“Yes, and quite good, too - He was able to help many of us overcome 
our stage fright, you know. It’s quite an obstacle to...” 

“Did you mention your hysteria to him at all? I have heard that hypnotism 
can help a great deal with the symptoms.” 

“Oh, no, dear, I wasn't having trouble with that back then. He came 
and spoke to our club, oh, my, three weeks ago or so. That was when Mrs. 
Fitchelder broke the china teapot and spilled her best oolong on the carpet. 
My, wasn't that a mess. ...” 

I didn’t hear much else of what Mrs. Whitehill had to say. Mrs. Whitehill 
had started coming to us just two days after seeing this Professor Bolster, and 
my suspicions were aroused. Discreetly, I asked the other patients if they 
had seen Professor Bolster, and piece by piece, I put together the story. 

Evidently, Professor Bolster was meeting with various women’s clubs 
around Manhattan, giving lectures on the nature of hypnotism, and its value 
in assisting shy women to overcome the fear of public speaking. Evidently, 
his mesmeric powers were strong enough that he could put an entire parlor 
full of women into a trance, and provide them with hypnotic suggestions 
that would allow them to speak before an audience of thousands without 
the slightest flagging of confidence. Invariably, within three days of his 
visit, women from the club would start having symptoms, and would show 
up at our offices. 

I didn’t know a great deal about hypnotism, only what I had read in the 
papers, and I felt that Ineeded to know more. I withdrew several books from 
the library, and studied it before bed instead of my Bible. The techniques 
were described in some detail, as well as the benefits and risks, but hysteria 
was not mentioned as a side effect. Indeed, as I had believed, it was an 
efficacious treatment in many cases. 

I had to know more. 

The next day, when Mrs. Whitehill came in for her treatment, I engaged 
her in conversation (as much as was possible with the garrulous woman) 
and attempted to steer her stream of words in the direction of Professor 
Bolster’s next event. It did not take long. She loved to talk about him, and 
had nothing but praise for the benefits of his practice. 

“Oh, my yes, Professor Bolster is very, very busy these days - who isn’t? 
I mean, besides bums and panhandlers, of course, they’re never terribly 
busy...” 

“So what kind of people does Professor Bolster meet with?” 

“Women’s clubs, mostly. They...” 

“Such as?” I slipped the vibrator over my hand and stepped on the foot- 
switch. It hummed to life. 

“Oh, hm, well, he’s speaking at a meeting of an NAWSA chapter on 
Monday, you know, they’re that suffrage organization, national women’s 
suffrage association, no, that’s the old one, it’s part of the National American 
Women’s Suffrage Association now, of course. He’s been meeting with 


quite a few of those these days...” 

“Which one?” Mrs. Whitehill responded best if I started slowly, so I 
cupped her vulva in my hand and let the slow vibrations work. 

“Pm sorry? Which, ah... what?” 

“Which chapter? Which suffrage chapter?” 

“Oh, my, mmm, it's the one Mrs. Landridge has organized over at the 
Presbyterian church on Fifth avenue. Have you ever been in there? They 
have such wonderful architecture - not that I know anything about such 
things - after all I never really studied it...” 

“Mm-hmm...” I my attention drifted as I went about my work. After 
Mrs. Whitehill had had her paroxysm, I took a minute to speak with Doctor 
Jameson and arranged to take Monday off, with the explanation that I needed 
to attend a wedding. He wasn’t pleased, but agreed, so long as I was able to 
arrange for a replacement. I knew that there were several women, skilled 
and available, who would happily take my place, so I agreed. 

On Sunday, I went to the services at the Presbyterian church. Everyone 
there was quite friendly, and it was not long before I had managed to be 
introduced to Mrs. Landridge. From her fine dress I could tell that she was 
quite wealthy, surely someone who would never stoop to socialize with 
anyone as common as myself, but she greeted me with a warm smile. 

We exchanged pleasantries, but she quickly shifted the conversation to 
the suffrage movement, and asked how I felt about the matter. I expressed 
interest, but confessed to no small amount of ignorance, whereupon she 
graciously invited me to the meeting the following day. 

In the course of the conversation that followed, she mentioned that she no 
longer wore a corset, as it was, in her opinion, a tool of male oppression. She 
recommended that I visit a shop and purchase a new style of undergarment 
recently brought over from France, called a “brassiere”. The other attendees 
at the meeting the next day would not be wearing corsets, and it would not 
be well thought of if I arrived wearing one. 

So it was that I found myself, on Monday morning, in a small boutique 
in Chelsea. It was definitely a much more expensive shop than those to 
which I was accustomed, and the cost of the brassiere I bought was high, 
but I was not going to let such a minor matter bar my way. No expense 
was too great to bear. That being said, I found the brassiere to be far more 
comfortable than the confining corset, and it felt quite liberating to be able 
to breathe, to move freely. Doctor Jameson would never permit me to 
work in his office so attired, of course, but by the time I had crossed town 
to Mrs. Landridge’s brownstone, I had resolved to find more opportunities 
to wear it. 

Mrs. Landridge’s maid met me at the door, and admitted me after I 
gave her my name. The parlor was already nearly full, with a dozen or so 
women, mostly well dressed women of means. As I had been warned, none 
of the women had the cinched waists and controlled bust lines indicative 
of corsets; indeed, even the servants showed evidence of having brassieres 








under their clothes rather than corsets. 

At the far end of the room, a podium had been set up, in front of a large 
squarish object that had a silk cloth draped over it, concealing its nature. 
Rows of straight-backed chairs had been set up facing the podium. 

Before I could do any more than greet a few of the other attendees, Mrs. 
Landridge clapped her hands for attention, and we all sat down. 

“Good afternoon ladies. I’m SO glad you were able to come. As you 
are no doubt aware, we are foregoing our usual organizational meeting 
today to hear a presentation from the famous Professor Bolster, who has 
been doing SO much for the movement of late. Professor Bolster, if you 
please, we are ready for you.” 

Mrs. Landridge dismissed the servants, closed the doors, and took her 
seat. A striking fellow in a black suit, with hair slicked back with Macassar 
oil and sporting a neatly trimmed moustache, entered from the dining room, 
and stood behind the podium. I guessed him to be about thirty five years 
of age, but with his aquiline features he could have been considerably 
older. There was something vaguely familiar about him, but I couldn't 
place him. 

His voice was low and mellifluous, perfect for hypnotism. He started 
with a short description of hypnotism, and what could be expected during 
the session. Having read several references on the subject, this information 
was not unknown to me. 

Next, he introduced his “hypnotic engine”, pulling the drape from it with 
a flourish. The front of it was adorned with a number of wheels decorated 
with black and white spiral patterns. He tripped a lever on the side, and 
the wheels started turning, slowly and silently. While the engine whirred 
along, he went around the room, pulling the shades. 

“The display before you has been created to induce the deepest possible 
trance quickly and efficiently. Concentrate on it. Watch it turn. Watch it 
turn. Watch it turn. Your eyes will become heavy, heavy, as the wheels 
turn, and you will slide deeper, deeper. Watch the wheels turn. Watch. 
Watch. Watch.” 

It was difficult to resist the combined effect of the wheel and his voice, 
but I held on to my will as well as I could. I had to stay alert and aware, 
I had to find out how this treatment was causing his subjects to require 
medical attention. I resolved to hold onto full consciousness. Faintly, I 
began to smell a woody, herbal scent, smoky, with a hint of charcoal. There 
was incense burning somewhere. 

He did several of the standard tests to make sure that we were under 
hypnosis; having us raise our arms, bark like a dog, that sort ofthing. Once 
he was satisfied that we were all deeply entranced, for 1 had managed to 
fool him by going along with his suggestions, he started constructing his 
post-hypnotic suggestion. 

“When you awake, you will feel a new sense of confidence. You will 
feel a sense of confidence. You will not mind that people are looking at 


you. You will not mind that people are listening to you. You will feel 
confident and self-assured. You will be able to speak in front of a hundred, 
a thousand, ten thousand people, and it will not matter. You will be able 
to march down the street, proud of your womanhood, confident in the 
righteousness of your cause.” 

It was at this point that I realized that, in spite of my efforts, I was at 
least somewhat under his mesmeric influence, because I could feel his 
message taking root inmy subconscious. I didn’t mind, however, as a bit 
more confidence would not serve me poorly. 

“You are confident, self-assured, and able to put aside modesty and 
decorum at will. You are so confident that you can unfasten your blouse, 
unbutton your dress, and pull them down around your waist without feeling 
any shame, any urge to cover your body.” 

As he continued to speak, the women in the room slowly did as Professor 
Bolster suggested, stripping off their garments. It was too late for me to do 
any different; I hid my natural surprise and suspicion as best I could, and 
followed along. Within a few minutes, we were all sitting in our chairs, 
proper women, bare to the waist except for our brassieres. 

“You are powerful,” he continued, “Confident and powerful in your 
womanhood. You can feel the power growing within you. Your confidence 
and feminine power is growing and expanding, and now it begins to 
manifest. Your feminine power is manifesting in your breasts. Your breasts 
are swelling as your confidence swells, to the point that now, your brassiere 
is becoming tighter, too tight to contain your growing confidence, your 
growing breasts.” 

The books I had read had not prepared me for this. Physical reactions 
were described, of course, slowing heart rate and other effects, but this, 
this was beyond anything I would have thought possible. My breasts were, 
indeed, becoming larger, and the straps of my brassiere had begun to cut 
into my shoulders. 

“You feel the urge, now, to free your breasts, as you wish to free 
yourselves and all womankind from oppression. The urge to free your 
breasts is becoming stronger, stronger, and more and more necessary, as 
the pressure is becoming unbearable.” 

I felt my fingers slip under the cups of my brassiere, and pull them up. 
My swelling breasts spilled out. From their weight, I could tell that they 
were considerably larger than their usual size. I was forced to admit, at 
that point, that Professor Bolster had me completely under his influence. 
Only if I were in the deepest of trances could he have engineered such a 
profound change in my body. 

Professor Bolster’s voice continued its comfortable drone. “Look 
down,” he said, “Look down at your breasts, and see your confidence, see 
your power. See the confidence and power taking physical form.” 

I gasped at the sight. I knew the size of my breasts, after all, I had made 
clothes for myself often enough. Thirty eight inches was the fullest they 








ever got. In the course of only a few minutes, however, they had grown 
tremendously. They surpassed anything science could explain. From where 
I sat, their fleshy expanse completely blocked my view of my legs. If I had 
to guess, I would have to have said that my bust measurement exceeded 
fifty inches. 

Part of me, the part that was still rational, still resisting Professor Bolster’s 
influence, was aghast, but part of me reveled in the feeling of being the owner 
of such powerful breasts. What could stand in my way while I bore such 
bastions of femininity? I felt ready to batter down the doors to city hall with 
them. It didn’t matter that there wasn’t a garment in Manhattan that would 
cover them. I didn’t WANT to cover them. I was proud of them! 

Professor Bolster’s voice broke through my exultant consideration of 
my new bosom. “This confidence, and the powerful breasts that are its 
physical manifestation, will return to you when you hear the phrase, “Raise 
Athena’s shield.’ Your confidence will return, when you hear the phrase, 
‘Raise Athena’s shield.’ Your breasts will return to this size, when you hear 
the phrase, “Raise Athena’s shield.’ You will remember this phrase.” 

The phrase seemed to burrow down into my mind. It wormed its way 
down, I could feel it, waiting down there, deep in my subconscious. 

“You now begin to feel an urge to touch your breasts. You begin to feel 
an urge to touch your breasts, to give them pleasure. The urge is growing, 
becoming irresistible. As you caress your breasts, you find that they have 
become more sensitive. You feel no shame in touching them, nothing but 
pure pleasure.” 

My hands roamed over my breasts. It was as if my entire body were 
just my hands and my breasts. I stroked them, lightly at first, with just the 
tips of my fingers, but as his voice urged me on, I started massaging them, 
groping myself, squeezing my flesh. I could feel the tension growing in my 
body, flowing from my breasts and nipples down to my vulva and clitoris. 
I was becoming aroused... very aroused. I knew the signs. I knew where 
this was leading. 

“Now, your hands are moving towards your nipples, towards your 
areolae. You are finding that they have become ten times as sensitive 
as usual. Just touching them is enough to make you very, very aroused. 
Touching your nipples is making you very aroused, and you can feel your 
power rising, peaking, transforming into pure sexual bliss.” 

I started to hear moans coming from all around the room. Moans, cries of 
ecstasy, screams... some of them were my own. I was pinching my nipples, 
squeezing them. It felt more intense, even, than the time I had tried the 
massager out on myself. 

“As your body begins to convulse in paroxysm,” he continued, “as your 
body is racked by waves of orgasmic pleasure, you feel the power drain out 
of you. Your orgasm is a release, a release of tension, a release of power, 
returning you to a passive, quiet, relaxed state. Your breasts recede with your 
confidence, returning to their normal size, returning to their usual shape.” 


The room echoed with moans, as each of us brought ourselves to intense, 
shuddering orgasms, and as he told us, my breasts receded back to their 
familiar shape. I felt calm descend, and I pulled my brassiere back down 
over them, self-consciously. 

“Now,” intoned Professor Bolster, “You will start to awaken. Slowly, 
slowly, you will start to awaken, as I count backwards from ten. As I count 
backwards from ten, your conscious memories, going back to when you first 
saw the machine, will begin to fall away. Ten. Your memories are fading, 
though deep inside you remember the lessons you have learned, ready to 
return when they are called forth. Nine. As you return your clothing to 
its usual place, your memories are fading into a contented, indistinct fog. 
Eight...” 

NO! He couldn't make me forget. I had to hold on. There was something 
insidious about Professor Bolster’s bizarre suggestions. I had to hold on, I 
had to remember what they were. I had to break myself out of the trance. 
I still had my hands on by breasts, so I pinched my nipples, hard. The 
jolt of pain was enough to put a crack in Professor Bolster’s control, and 
I glanced up. 

He was watching us, watching us carefully. I looked back down, and 
went back to reassemblingmy clothes. Ihad won the fight to hold onto my 
memories of his hypnotic influence, but I worried that he had seen me, that 
he knew that I was no longer in a trance. I tried to play the part, dressing 
myself in docility. 

After we had been brought out ofthe trance, Mrs. Landridge opened the 
doors, and called in the servants, who had trays with lemonade and slices 
ofcake. We moved the chairs into a circle, and everyone started chatting 
about the session. There was a little bewilderment with not being able to 
remember much, but everyone felt very invigorated by the experience. 
Some were nearly manic. 

Professor Bolster stayed in the background, watching and listening. He 
certainly seemed to be paying extra attention to me. As the conversation 
started to wind down, and people began to rise from their chairs to take 
their leave, Doctor Bolster strode into the center of the room. 

“Now some of you may find that your body has some reactions to the 
changes in your mind. This is normal. If you have any trouble, please 
contact my associate, Doctor Jameson.” He began handing out business 
cards with Doctor Jameson’s address. As he handed one to me, Professor 
Bolster looked into my eyes with an inquiring look. I tried to conceal my 
emotions as the pieces started falling into place. 

The hypnotic suggestions that Professor Bolster had put in place could 
very well have side effects, a sexual tension of just the sort that would 
be diagnosed as mild hysteria. I concluded that he must be conspiring 
with Doctor Jameson, probably to split the money that resulted from the 
extra hysteria cases. But then why the trigger phrase? Why the enormous 
breasts? There had to be more to the story. First, however, I had to warn 




















the women here, what had happened. 

I stepped close to Mrs. Landridge. “May I speak with you privately?” I asked. 

“Actually,” said Professor Bolster, taking my elbow forcefully, “I believe you and I 
need to have a quiet discussion.” He nodded to Mrs. Landridge and said, “I’ll be back 
to explain momentarily,” he said, and escorted me quickly from the room. The other 
women chattered animatedly at his abruptness. I didn’t stop him; looking back, I can 
only explain this as the effect ofa lingering hypnotic influence. 

Hauling me through the house, we quickly came to the back door, where he threw 
me roughly into the alley. A rough looking man was waiting there, and caught me in 
powerful arms. Before I could scream, he had his hand over my mouth. “She resisted 
the treatment,” he said, “She knows too much. Take her to the big machine. P1 meet 
you there in an hour.” The alley was, unfortunately, deserted. 

And there, against the wall, barely visible in the dim gaslight, was a grandfather 
clock, counting out the minutes until Professor Bolster would return, and my will would 
no longer be my own. The man went back up the stairs, and 1 heard the unmistakable 
sound of a padlock being applied to the door. 

The books I had read said that it was impossible to hypnotize an unwilling subject, 
but I had been unwilling during his demonstration at Mrs. Landridge’s house, and he 
had nearly accomplished his goals. I had no doubt that with a full array of tools, my 
chances were slim. I had to escape before he finished his business, which no doubt 
included smoothing over my sudden disappearance, and perhaps even using his arts to 
make them forget I had ever been there. 

The situation seemed hopeless. The ropes that they had used to bind me were tight, 
wrapped with many coils around my torso and arms, and more around my thighs. The 
gag was still in place, so there was no chance of screaming for help. I tried to shift the 
chair, to make it fall over or shift, but it wouldn't budge. I could wiggle my fingers 
and kick my feet, but the ropes would not get any looser. 

The idea came to me after about fifteen minutes. I dismissed it. There had to be 
another way. After ten more minutes, I considered it again. It took me another fifteen 
minutes to chew, wrestle, and spit my way out of the gag. I tensed my arms, and held 
my breath. Then, I said it. 

“Raise Athena’s shield.” 

The feelings I had had in Mrs. Landridges house came flooding back, a flood of 
resolve and confidence, but more importantly, I felt my breasts swelling as well. I held 
my body as rigid as I could; I knew that if the ropes didn’t break, I could very well be 
crushed by my own bosom. Not only were they constrained by the ropes, but by my 
clothes as well. 

The pressure was nearly unbearable. It was as if a giant hand had clamped itself 
around my body, and was squeezing with all its might. I held my breath desperately, 
feeling the air trying to burst from my lungs. Blood started to rush to my head, and I 
felt my heart pounding in my ears. I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth against the 
detonating pain in my skull. I could feel my consciousness slipping away, but I knew 
that if 1 exhaled, it would be the last breath I would take. 

I exhaled explosively. The pressure eased, but only for a moment. My breasts 
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continued to grow, crushing the life out of me. I couldn't draw even the slightest breath. 
My last thought before I blacked out, was that at least, in death, Professor Bolster 
wouldn’t be able to work any further indignities on me. 

I awoke. The rope that had been wrapped around my chest was broken, and my 
dress had ripped open, burst apart by my massive breasts. My brassiere was in tatters. 
I looked up. I only had minutes before my hour of safety was gone. I tore at the knot 
holding my thighs to the seat of the chair, hindered in no small measure by the fact 
that it was underneath my breasts. I finally got it undone, and pushed the ropes down 
off my legs. 

Next step... Ineeded an orgasm. That was the only thing that would bring my breasts 
back down to a size where I could somehow close up my dress. It would do no good 
to escape from Bolster, only to be picked up by the police for indecency! 

Just as I was bringing my hands to my breasts, however, I heard the door at the top 
of the stairs rattle. They were removing the padlock. 

My time was up. 

I grabbed the hypodermic from the surgical tray and quickly filled it with morphine. 
I turned the gaslight off, and fumbled to find my way under the stairs. 

A shaft of light pierced the darkness as the door above opened. I watched the gap 
between the stairs, and when I saw a well-tailored pants leg and an expensive shoe, I 
took careful aim, jabbed it with the needle, and squeezed. I knew I had little chance 
of hitting a vein, but what else could I do? 

Bolster shouted in pain and alarm and yanked his leg back. He looked down and 
saw me duck back under the stairs. “She’s got free, you dolt! Get her secured again or 
by God I'll feed you to the river!” 

“I tied her up good, Professor! It ain't my fault!” 

“I don’t care whose fault it is! Get her... ah, get her tied up again. She's shot me 
full of morphine, that bitch... Pm... damn you...” Sluggishly, he started climbing back 
up the stairs. “Tie her up, PIL... PI deal with her when I... when I wake up.” 

The brute rounded the bottom of the stairs and peered into the darkness where I was 
lurking. “Come on out, dearie,” he said with a mocking tone. “I promise to treat you 
nice. After all, the good professor’s gonna be sleepin’ a while, ain't he? We’ ll just have 
some fun, then. Just put down the needle, and I don’t have to get rough.” 

I stepped out into the light. The thug must not have seen the results of one of the 
hypnotic transformations before, because his jaw dropped open at the sight of my 
chest. I took the opportunity and delivered a kick to his groin that left him gasping on 
the floor. I knelt and delivered a dose of morphine to his neck, and he too was sent to 
the land of Nod. Just to make sure, I tied him up with the rope that had been wrapped 
around me just a few minutes previous. 

With that situation under control, I took a moment to take stock. I could have my 
paroxysm now, but I didn’t know what I would find upstairs. Did Bolster have other 
thugs that would need to be dealt with? There was also the small matter of money to be 
dealt with. My purse was nowhere to be seen, and I certainly wasn’t going anywhere 
without it. I decided that I’d be better off dealing with whatever challenges were waiting 
for me while I was still under Bolster’s confidence-boosting influence, and that meant 
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leaving my breasts at their extreme size for the time being. 

I refilled the syringe and slowly climbed the stairs, entering cautiously 
into a small kitchen. I could hear a piano, but it was muffled, and could 
have been coming from an adjoining house. 1 crept towards the front, to the 
doorway into a small parlor. Bolster was slumped in an overstuffed wing 
chair, his eyes half-lidded, glazed, and dull. The machine he had used at 
Mrs. Landridge’s house was standing nearby. 

Tretrieved a large meat-cleaver. I went into the parlor and set the syringe 
down on a side table, out of reach, and then shook Bolster violently by the 
shoulder. His eyes opened a little wider, and I saw them focus, hazily, on 
my left breast, swaying heavily in his line of sight. He smiled and blinked, 
and mumbled something about Christmas. 

I smiled wryly. In his drug-induced, hypnogogic state, it would be a 
simple matter for even a novice like myself to hypnotize him. I rubbed my 
hands together in anticipation at the prospect of using his own misused arts 
against him. I shoved the machine in front of him, positioning its spiral 
wheels directly in his line of sight. There was a crank in the back connected 
to a huge, coiled spring, like a watch spring, so with a few quick strokes I 
wound it up, and flicked the switch that set the wheels turning. 

“Professor,” I said, “Can you hear me?” 

“Yes,” he said quietly. 

“You have an amazing machine here. It’s quite a wonder. Look at 
those wheels spin. Look. See how they just draw you in. They draw you 
in, don’t they?” 

“Draw me in,” he echoed. He tried to shake free, but his eyes stayed 
glued to the wheels. 

I used the phrases and techniques the book had taught me, to focus 
Bolster’s attention, to draw him into a deep trance. It didn’t take very 
long. 

“You're very proud of this machine, Professor. You’re proud of it, and 
you want to tell me its purpose. You want to tell me its purpose.” 

“Tell you its purpose.” 

“Yes, you want to tell me its purpose. You want to tell me why you are 
causing women’s breasts to grow so huge.” 

“Tell you the plan.” 

“Yes, Professor, tell me the plan.” 

“Suff... suffrage.” 

“It’s about the suffrage movement?” 

“Yes. Suffrage. A march. A march, after the paper.” 

“Paper? Tell me about the paper, Professor.” 

“Pub... publishing a paper. Brain... breast... domin... dominance...” 

“Who’s publishing the paper, Professor?” 

“Doctor Jameson.” 

Aha. Click. Another piece of the puzzle fell into place. I knew 
that Doctor Jameson had been working on a paper. During many late 


appointments, I could hear him working, locked in his office, 

“And after the paper is published?” 

“A march. We go to a march. During the speech...” 
“You shout the trigger phrase,” I finished. Dozens, even hundreds of women 
in the street, would find their breasts bursting out of their clothes. Primed 
with Bolster’s confidence and lack of shame, they would be less likely to 
seek to cover up, either. It would be amadhouse. The plan would certainly 
knock the suffrage movement on its heels, if not kill it entirely. 

Something had to be done. I had never been a big supporter of the 
movement. I agreed with what they had to say, of course, but a woman 
in my position couldn’t afford to be outspoken. Nevertheless, I had to do 
something about the barbarous act that was being planned. 

I quickly discarded any hope of going to the police. They would 
never believe me. I went through my list of friends and acquaintances, 
crossing them off one by one. There was only one person I could go to... 
Mrs. Landridge. Not only was she subject to the same post-hypnotic 
suggestion that I was, but her husband owned a big chunk of the Tribune. 
A newspaper was just the kind of weapon we needed to put an end to 
Bolster’s scheme. 

Before I could do anything, though, I was going to need clothes. I put 
Bolster into a deep sleep and began exploring. In adesk in the sittingroom, 
I found my purse, along with several dollars in cash. I took the money as 
partial recompense for the indignities I had suffered. 

Most of the house was empty, but one of the bedrooms was clearly in 
regular use. I doubt that the occupants were using it for sleep, however. 
I had heard rumors, from some of my friends of the servant class, that 
such places existed. Up until the moment that I entered the room, I had 
doubted them. 

The walls were draped in red velvet in several layers, and the floor was 
covered with thick rugs. Standing against one wall was an x-shaped cross 
made out of thick wooden beams, with leather straps at the ends, clearly 
designed to restrain a human captive. The bed was a big four-poster with 
ornate loops and whorls, the purpose of which took no imagination to divine. 
A full length mirror stood near the bed, angled to reflect anything that 
should happen there. A glass case against the wall displayed a wide variety 
of implements, some few of which were familiar to me in my profession, 
many of which I had never seen before. It was clear to me, however, that 
they were uniformly sexual in nature. 

Clearly, had I fallen into Bolster’s power, this room would have been in 
my future. Seeing it convinced me that there were no depths that Bolster 
and his compatriots would not sink. 

In the closet, I found a collection of dresses and other garments that 
had been tailored for women with the kind of endowments that Bolster’s 
treatments bestowed. Some were fit only for streetwalkers, some fit for 
the most modest schoolteacher, and many in between. The question of 








clothes had been very much on my mind. The upper part of my dress and 
my brassiere had been destroyed by my transformation, and I certainly 
couldn't leave the house in my current attire. 

I found a corset and a reasonably modest dress that looked like they 
would come close to fitting me. After I had stripped off the ruined dress 
and brassiere, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. I could see why the 
thug in the basement had been caught off guard when he saw me. | turned 
sideways to the mirror, and pushed out my chest a little. 

I had never seen breasts like these before. They were full and round, 
in spite of being quite a bit larger than my head. There were no stretch 
marks, no blemishes of any kind. My areolae were also quite large, and 
their dark color contrasted strongly with my pale skin. Part of me, the 
part that Bolster’s influence had not reached, was shocked at what had 
happened, but mostly I was proud to be the owner of such powerful icons 
of feminine power. 

I put on the corset and dress. They weren’t comfortable, but they fit well 
enough. While the incredible size of my bosom would certainly attract 
attention, at least I wouldn't get arrested. I went back down to the sitting 
room and brought Bolster back up into a trance. I planted two post-hypnotic 
suggestions; one, that he would forget the trigger phrase, and never be able 
to utter it again, and two, that the next time he met a newspaper reporter, 
that he would tell him about the entire plot, except for the trigger phrase. 
I then put him back to sleep, with the instruction that he would wake up if 
there was a knock at the door. 

I stepped out of Bolster’s front door and looked around. We were on a 
quiet side street, away from the main avenues. | started walking towards 
the nearest avenue. I smiled and nodded to everyone I met as I walked. 
Some stared, some turned away, but not a single soul ignored me. When 
I reached the main street, which turned out to be Fourth Avenue. The 
subway ride was uneventful, barring a few incredulous stares. I have no 
doubt that if I had not borne myself with dignity someone might very well 
have confronted me and made some kind of trouble. 

The sun was beginning to set by the time I reached Mrs. Landridge’s 
house. A servant came to the door, and I asked to see Mrs. Landridge, 
explaining that it was an urgent matter. The butler admitted me to the front 
parlor. I only had a few minutes to wait before Mrs. Landridge appeared. 

She stormed into the room. “Quite a lot of nerve you have, coming 
here, young lady!” 

“I don’t know what Professor Bolster told you, Mrs. Landridge, 
but...” 

“But nothing! I won't have a lousy, lying whore in my house. Get 
out.” 

“Now, wait, hear me out...” 
“Sanders! Eject this woman from my house.” 
“Miss, if you would...” The butler took hold of my arm, with a gentle 


grip that could easily become quite firm. I had no other recourse. 

“Raise Athena’s shield!” 

Mrs. Landridge gasped as her dress immediately bulged, straining its 
seams and buttons. The butler and the maid stared as the dress quickly 
failed, spilling two tremendous breasts out into the room. Mrs. Landridge 
made no motion to cover them, but grabbed me by the front of my dress. 

“What is the meaning of this?” she screamed, “What have you done 
to me?” 

I pulled her hand away and pushed her back. “I haven't done anything. 
This is Professor Bolster’s work. He’s trying to destroy the movement.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“You can't believe me. You haven't heard what I have to say yet.” 

She dismissed the shocked servants and closed the doors. “Tell me.” She 
stood with her back to the doors and crossed her arms under her breasts. 

Itold her the whole story, starting in Doctor Jameson’s office, progressing 
through the events in her parlor, and into the Upper East Side house where 
Bolster was waiting for a reporter. 

After I was done, she told me her side of the story. After Bolster had 
shuffled me out, he had come back and told her that I was a prostitute who 
had been sneaking into his sessions. He asked her to keep an eye out for 
me, just in case I came back to make trouble. 

“So there we are,” I said. “We have a fairly simple way to corroborate 
my story,” I said. Have your husband send a reporter around to Professor 
Bolster’s house. IfI’m telling you the truth, he’II have a wonderful story 
for the newspaper.” 

“That sounds reasonable. But while we wait... you will remain here.” 

“I'm certainly willing, but may I ask why?” 

“Well... you need to tell me how to make these breasts go back to their 
usual size. You did mention that it was possible, did you not?” 

“Ah, I see... you need me to show you how to have an orgasm.” 

“Yes, please.” She said it completely matter-of-factly, as if we were 
talking about learning to bake angel food. “But first, let us get the wheels 
of journalism turning.” She went over to a writing desk, sat down, and 
wrote out a short note. She folded it, sealed it in an envelope, and took it 
to the parlor doors. When she opened it, the entire staff of the house (two 
chambermaids, the butler, the scullery maid and the cook) were outside, 
with their ears to the door. Without the least hint of shame, she handed the 
note to the butler and told him to make sure that Mr. Landridge received 
1t with all haste. 

Closing the door again, she turned to me and said, “So how shall we 
begin?” 

“Well,” I said, “When I treat my patients, I usually have an examining 
table...” 

“No examining table,” she interrupted, “And no treatment. Iwon’thave 





anurse handy all the time, I want you to show me how to do it for myself.” 

“That's entirely improper, Mrs...” 

“Miss Bates,” she said, with an air of authority, “Please. I am consulting your 
skills as an expert in the matter, not as a practitioner. I wish you to demonstrate. It is 
clear to me, that as events have progressed, it is unlikely that we will be able to force 
Professor Bolster to remove his influence. If I am to be afflicted with this psychic... 
mixed blessing for any length of time, then I wish to be able to handle the situation 
for myself.” 

I could see her point. “Very well,” I said. “I don’t have my massager, but I believe 
that we will be able to do without.” I began stripping off my clothes, not so much 
because they would get in the way, though they would, but to permit Mrs. Landridge 
a better view of the proceedings. I pulled an upholstered chair from the wall, and 
placed it in front of the brocade sofa, and laid my dress, inside out, over it, to protect 
against the fluids that I would likely be shortly secreting. I sat, and indicated that Mrs. 
Landridge should sit on the sofa, opposite me, and she did so. 

“Just watch,” I said. I started by sliding my hands over my body, starting at my 
collarbones, and slowly moving down over my oversized breasts. As my fingers 
drew downwards over my nipples, they tightened and became erect, and I felt the first 
stirrings of arousal shimmer through my body. My hands continued downwards, over 
my abdomen and down into the thick curly hair at my vulva. I parted my outer labia 
with my hands, spreading my legs so that Mrs. Landridge could see, and gently stroked 
the sensitive tissues inside with one finger. 

As I caressed myself, I looked up to see how Mrs. Landridge was reacting. She was 
watching intently, leaning forward slightly, with her hands on her knees. Her nipples 
were becoming erect, without even the slightest touch of her hands, and I realized that 
merely watching my display was causing her to become excited. She looked up, briefly, 
and I could see the heat rising in her eyes. 

I watched her as my body began to react, and my sex became moist and engorged. 
The unmistakable odor of female arousal began to rise from my body, and I moved my 
fingers towards my clitoris, drawing tiny circles in the flesh around it. Mrs. Landridge 
swallowed, and took a deep breath. 

I moved one hand back up to my nipple, and the image flashed in my mind, from 
earlier that afternoon, of a dozen huge breasted women, fingering their nipples and 
filling the room with their moans of ecstasy. The sensation of my fingers squeezing 
my nipple was like a charge of electricity, energizing my body and driving me to still 
greater heights of ecstasy. I gently twisted it, and felt my shoulders rise as my body 
began tensing up. My breath caught in shuddering gasps, and I could feel the flush 
rising to my neck and cheeks. 

Another image flashed on my mind’s eye. Had I not already been driven to a sexual 
frenzy, 1t would have been quite disturbing. As it was, however, the image of a dozen 
women, nude, kissing and caressing and sucking each other only served to fuel my 
ardor. As my passion continued to build, I remembered more; Professor Bolster, sitting 
to one side, trousers around his ankles, masturbating as he watched the Sapphic display, 
with his hypnotic engine still running. 
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Finally, my body shuddered and clenched with the paroxysms ofrelease, 
and I cried out inarticulately. I collapsed backwards against he chair, and 
wiped a slight sheen of perspiration from my brow. The image that had 
flashed in my mind during the orgasm bothered me. I suspected that I had 
not been able to hold onto all of my memories during Doctor Bolster’s 
hypnotic trance, but I couldn’t help but think that it was a phantasm, 
something my mind had conjured up as part of my orgasmic response. 

“Oh, my,” said Mrs. Landridge. “Are you quite alright?” 
I smiled sheepishly brought my knees together. My breasts had returned to 
theirnormal size and shape, andmy brazen confidence had mostly deserted 
me, as well. I put my hands across my breasts. “You must think me the 
worst kind of reprobate,” I said, quietly. 

“No, indeed,” she said, sitting up straight. “I admire your courage. Not 
every woman could be so forthright. Now, if you don’t mind, I shall need 
to do the same for myself as you have just done.” 

“Yes, of course,” I said, standing quickly and pulling my dress over my 
head. It was far too large now, of course, in the bustline, but it couldn’t 
be helped. I clutched the extra material close to me. “I... I should 
mention...” 

“What? Speak up, Miss Bates. We don't have all day.” She began 
pulling off her ruined clothes. 

“I... I remembered something more while I was... well... “ 

“What did you remember?” 

“Well... Ithink... while we were under hypnosis... Professor Bolster had 
us perform... acts... on each other...” 

“Well! We’ll just have to add that to the litany of his crimes. I will 
take note if I have any such recollections myself.” She lay back against 
the couch and raised her hips in order to pull her dress and bloomers down 
around her ankles, revealing a well rounded abdomen. Pearly drops of 
moisture dotted her dark brown pubic hair. “Pl be getting... hm... getting 
the word out about what has been happening. Within a week, everyone 
who has been to one of Bolster’s sessions will be notified of the danger.” 
Her hands started roaming over her body. 

I clutched my totally impractical dress to my chest. “Do you think... 
there might be some clothes that would fit me, here?” 

Caressing her oversized breasts with both hands, Mrs. Landridge 
distractedly mumbled something about the staff. 

I slipped out the doors into the front hall, where the servants were still 
clustered, listening to the goings-on in the parlor. “Is the mistress alright?” 
asked the butler, with no small degree of alarm evident in his face. 

“Yes, but she’s going to need a bit of time to herself.” I smiled 
tentatively. “I wonder if I could borrow some clothes? This won’t fit 
properly anymore.” 

With a bit of prodding, one of the chambermaids showed me to a guest 
bedroom where I could use a washbasin to freshen up. She brought me a 


plain blue dress that was a little large but not nearly as roomy as the dress 
I had taken from Professor Bolster’s house. 

One task still remained to me. I had to stop Doctor Jameson’s paper 
from being published. Even with the newspaper story, even with the secret 
of Professor Bolster’s meddling disseminated, through Mrs. Landridge’s 
contacts, I still had to stop him. It could still do untold damage. 

I returned to the office late that night, well after Doctor Jameson would 
have gone to bed. My key admitted me to the outer office, and I crept inside, 
making as little sound as possible. As I tried the door to the inner office, 
where I hoped to find Doctor Jameson’s manuscript, a light came on, and I 
heard the sound of the hammer of a revolver being drawn back. 

“Come in, Miss Bates.” 

I opened the door slowly. Doctor Jameson was sitting behind his desk, 
casually holding a revolver aimed at the center of my chest. “Have a seat,” 
he said, making a sharp motion with the barrel, towards the chair across 
from his desk. I sat. 

“T suppose you think you’re quite clever,” he said, regarding me with his 
cool stare. I didn’t respond. “Let me guess,” he continued, “You're here 
to steal or sabotage my manuscript. Oh yes... I know what you've been 
up to, today. I know that you went to Mrs. Landridge’s house, I know that 
you turned the tables on Bolster and his pet thug.” 

I wiped the perspiration from the palms of my hands on my knees. “I 
could just shoot you right now,” he said. “There have been prowlers in 
the neighborhood. Investigating a noise in my surgery, I come downstairs, 
and, startled, accidentally discharge my revolver... what a pity that it’s only 
my poor nurse. I would be crushed, of course, to have lost a friend and 
a valuable employee in such a tragic way... but I doubt I would even be 
charged with a crime, given the circumstances.” 

“You... you wouldn’t dare.” 

“No, I wouldn’t. I need you alive. You see, an examiner from the 
American Medical Association will be here in the morning, to speak with 
me about the rather unusual claims that I’m making in this paper,” he patted 
a thick bundle on his desk with his off hand, “and a demonstration of the 
effect would be just what I need to settle the affair.” 

My heart sank. “But... the newspapers...” 

“By now,” said Jameson, “Bolster will be giving an entirely plausible, 
entirely ordinary interview to your fine journalist. I caught up with him, 
you see, shortly after you left. He had sent word that he had captured you, 
and when I arrived, he mistook me for the reporter. So no... there will be 
no newspaper article.” 

The world began closing in about me. I held my head in my hands. 
Sobs wracked my body. 

“Oh, let’s not have any hysteria, Miss Bates... we both know you are 
stronger than that. Compose yourself, and accept your defeat with dignity. 
The good Professor should be here within the hour, and then we’ll get you 








properly... prepared. After all, we can’t have you telling your nonsensical 
tale to the examiner.” 

“No! No, you can’t do that to me again! I won't sit still for it!” 

“You have no choice, Miss Bates. It's either that or... Bang.” 

I looked down at my hands. The surety that had been mine only a few 
hours away seemed distant, as if I were someone else entirely when under 
the influence of the hypnotic suggestion. 

But I wasn’t. That confidence was there, waiting for me. But I couldn't 
say the trigger phrase... at the slightest provocation, Jameson would shoot 
me. 

The hypnosis books, if I could still trust them, had been clear on one 
point. Hypnosis was best at evoking traits that the subject had, but was 
unaware of, or unable to access consciously. So the feelings that had 
surged within me, those were my feelings, not something planted there by 
Professor Bolster. 

I needed those feelings. As we walted for Bolster to arrive, I calmed 
myself down, and tried to once again taste the self-assured state of mind 
of which I had drunk so deeply that day. I surveyed the room, looking 
for anything 1 could use for my advantage, but no inspirations presented 
themselves. 

Then, out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Jameson beginning to yawn. 
As his eyes briefly drifted shut, I leapt up, and ripped the gun from his hand. 
I stood up and stepped away from him, holding the weapon between us. 
“You provided a quite plausible explanation for using this weapon, Doctor. 
One that would work as easily for me, as for you, would it not?” 

I backed out of the office and into the surgery. He came out of the 
office, his face contorted by suppressed fury. “The chloroform, if you will, 
Doctor.” Reluctantly, he retrieved the bottle, sat down, and poured some 
of the liquid into an emesis basin. 

“Damn you, virago.” He inhaled the vapors, and collapsed. Using layers 
of gauze and bandages, I gagged him, bound his hands and feet securely, 
and dragged him into one of the examining rooms. 

After that tense confrontation was complete, I was more than prepared 
for Professor Bolster and his thug. With the aid of the revolver and the 
chloroform, I was able to easily overpower both of them. 

Bolster’s hypnotic engine, which he had thoughtfully remembered to 
bring with him, was as simple to operate as it had been in Bolster’s house. 
With the aid of some carefully chosen pharmaceuticals, I was able to put the 
three men into a hypnotic trance, and make them forget the trigger phrase 
for the transformation, everything they knew about hypnosis, and all design 
details of the machine. 

In addition, I was able to engineer a meeting with the AMA examiner that 
was considerably kinder to my gender than Doctor Jameson had originally 
had in mind. The story he told left no doubt in the examiner’s mind that 
my employer was a complete crackpot. After the interview was over, I 


induced Professor Bolster to forget everything he knew about hypnosis, and 
instructed him in the future, that he would find himself unable to engage 
in the practice. I had his thug take the machine back to Bolster’s house, 
load up the other machinery in a wagon, smash them to flinders with an 
axe, and dump the entire affair in the East River. 

That, I supposed, was the end of that. 

Mrs. Landridge managed to get the word out to those who had been to 
Doctor Bolster’s hypnosis sessions, and inform them of the powerful effects 
ofthe trigger phrase. Mrs. Landridge arranged for me to begin work as a 
reporter for the Journal. My official “beat” was women's news, especially 
relating to childrearing, but Mrs. Landridge assured me that if I came up 
with other good “scoops” I could probably get away with writing under a 
male pseudonym. I wouldn’t have an office, or a regular salary, but she 
said she would make sure that money would come my way as long as I 
had good stories to bring in. 

I found that many of my patients from Doctor Jameson’s office were 
not interested in his crude methods, and started to seek me out. My name 
quickly began to be circulated in suffrage circles, and women began inviting 
me to their homes for “hysteria treatments.” Many ofthem had been patients 
at Doctor Jameson’s office, and as such also subjects of Professor Bolster’s 
transformation. None of them have mentioned memories of Sapphic bliss 
during their sessions under Bolster’s influence, but I have had a few patients 
request a somewhat less formal atmosphere during their treatments. 

I find I have little reason not to oblige. 

But that’s another story... 


THE END 


Author’s Note: 


Believe it or not, treatment of “hysteria” by masturbating the patient to orgasm was quite 
common in the 19th and early 20th centuries. Information about the actual treatment of 
“hysteria” can be found at: http://en. wikipedia. org/wiki/Female_hysteria 


Hypnosis, on the other hand, does not resemble the depiction in this story to the slightest 
degree. 





